348                          R.   B.   SHERIDAN
him. 5Tis edification to hear him converse; he professes the noblest sentiments.
Sir Oliv. Oh! plague of his sentiments! if he salutes me with a scrap of morality in his mouth, I shall be sick directly. - But, however, don't mistake me, Sir Peter; I don't mean to defend Charles's errors: but, before I form my judgement of either of them, I intend to make a trial of their hearts; and my friend Rowley and I have planned something for the purpose.
Row. And Sir Peter shall own he has been for once mistaken.
Sir Pet. Oh, my life on Joseph's honour.
Sir Otiv. Well - come, give us a bottle of good wine, and we'll drink your lady's health, and tell you our scheme.
Sir Pet. Allans^ then!
Sir Oliv. And don't, Sir Peter, be so severe against your old friend's son. Odds my life! I am not sorry that he has run out of the course a little: for my part, I hate to see prudence clinging to the green suckers of youth; 'tis like ivy round a sapling, and spoils the growth of the tree,                                                             [Exeunt.
End of the Second Act